i8a               TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
hand drums beat incessantly. The clarinets squealed
like bagpipes and the violins were scraped and sawed
not in the melody but as a vamp accompaniment. Then
one and then another of the singers would burst into
the agony of an ear-splitting wail, hang on to a note till
he would appear to be near suffocation, and then with a
quaver and a run strike another and so gradually strain
his way through the hundred verses of some passionate
love song.
Guests slipped in respectfully and salaamed and took
seats. Among them came a wizened old merchant who
owned a dozen grocer shops and was rich. He was so
stupidly enamoured of Blanche that he pursued her
continually and she bled the old fool of his money. A
little hodja followed him half apologetically, but, seeing
the governor, plucked up courage and accepted the rdkhi
offered to him. Soon he became excited and his tongue
rolled in indecencies.
The air in the room grew thick with tobacco smoke
and drink-laden breath. The music grew wilder.
Husni and the governor were flicking their fingers to
the time and swaying their bodies and beating with their
feet and now and again would wail with the singers and
cry " Allah ! Allah ! " as if they were torn by the agony
of love.
And I sat silent, for I could not understand. All this
wild confusion of noises meant nothing to me. I could
not enter into the excitement nor feel the agony. When
suddenly the door opened and with a musical little
whoop came Blanche the Dancer.
She was a great artist.   When she danced with her